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PLAYING THE TUNE OF TRUTH ON THE “HARP

“*| J. Hartley Manners Pays Tribute to His Wife as Inspirer of Play Which
Deals With a Mother's Vision of the World in the Light

By J. HARTLEY MANNERS,

Author of “The Harp of Life.”
HAVE been asked to wrile a few
I Introductory lines to exocerpta
from ““The Harp of Life."

I feel they should take the form of
griuteful appreciation to the inspirer of
the theme, of many of the speeches, of
delicate aide lighta on the characters,
and, most Important of all, the creation
of the chief part of Sylvia—Laurette
Taylor.

Few who sit in front can realize
how much she has contributed to the
essentials that appeal in “The Harp
of Life."

It Is pleasant to have the oppor-
tunity of setting down here an ap-
proximation of my Indebtedneas,

1 would Indeed be ungraclous were
I not also to add my whole hearted
thanks to as loyal & hand of players
a8 ever graced an author's work.

A Boy's Br_i;lging Up.

[Marshall and Bylvin Brooke are &
davoted couple who live In a country
home with thelr sgon Leonard. Marshall
is 40 and Sylvia 1= 36. but she looks
and acts like R woman many years
younger. That is bocause she has kept
Bber youthful spirit by sharing the
sporits and joya of her son, who Is 19.
They have kept lLeonard somewhat
sheitered and they fancy that he knows
nothing of the darker walks of |ife.
Hia mother idoliges him. In the first
aot ghe tells Mrs, Hood, u caller, about
his bringing up. ]

Bylvia—T've never believed In lying
to ¢hildren. 1t's not failr to them or
to yourself. [Turns back leaves of
album to find & particular photograph.)
At that nge he began lo doubt Banta
Claus. He couldn't understand how he
oould come down the chimney with all
the presents. So I told him the truth
bafore “the hoy nett door” could. He
frotted for a few days. But I reasoned
Aim out of It by asking him If he
wouldn't rather know that his father
and mother gave him all the pretty
things instead of a long whiskered old
gentleman he didn't even know, That
cheered him up, and by the following
Christmas he was quite reconciled to
Banta Claus being a pleasant. childish
fiction.

[Turns to leaves and points to an-
other photogruph.]

Bylvia—One day, when he wus that
age, he =ald: “Don't tell me the storks
bring the bables, because [ know
they're all shut up In the Zoological
@ardens, And if the doctor brings
‘em, where does he get them?” 1 saw
how hias little braln was puzsled, and
instead of evading the point, as most

ntg do, I decided to forestall “the

next door” from telling him in
some hideous way, and giving his mind
the wrong outlook.

Mrs. Hood [horrified]—What
pyou tell him?

Bylvia—The truth.

Mrs. H—[aghast]—You didn't?

Bylvia—Why not? 1s there any more

did

zum truth to tell than mother- !

¥ That's what 1 think. Isn't It
better T told my boy the great mystery
Qf life as T feel it should be told to
ohfldren—not as something to =peak
of In necret among themselves, hut as
the most marvellously besutiful thing
in all nature? I taught lim why »
man always ‘protected his womankind
—because they were the muothers of
the race. They carrled in them the
lttle lives that afterwards peapled the
world. I explained that the tiny baby,
before it was born, took its life from
the body of its mother, that It came
iato life through the mother's pain
and tears, and that becuuse of that

sacred and wonderful privilege that|

God had given to womun all men who

were really men were always gentle |
and considerate and tender towards |
them. Again | saw the small bmiu|
trying to grapple with its new won- |

ders. In a few days the kevnote of
his future manhood stood revealed. He
would watch me anxiously, Bring me
a shawl {f the alr was at all eold, n
footstoo] if I looked at all tired, and
run for my slippers. T had taken on
A new value In his eyes . ., ., I
waa not only hix mother, T was a
woman, the wonder woman, who
brings forth children. Even at that
age ho had learnced what chivalry
meant.

[Closes album.]

Bylvin—I sometimes wonder when I
see women standing weary with their
day's work in publle conveyances
whether, If, the men sitting stolidly
and selfishly In thelr seats had Leen
told in thelr childhood of the delicate
mechunism that constitutes woman-
hood, they would shume thelr man-
hood by remalniug seated. The age
of chivalry will never die so long as
from the time i hoy ecan first under-
stand life he is taught what mother-
hood is, and what I8 really meant by
the word “woman.”

Mrs. H. [grunts and shakes her
head disapprovingly |- It all sounds
very lmproper to me. 1 think It
shameless tulking to children about
such things. Nothing marvellous
about motherhood to me, The less
sald about It the better.

Bylvin [smiling, rises, goes to table
behind sofw und replaces album]—The
more sald about It the better, 113
mothers don't glorify motherhood, who
will? We should all be careful of the
“boy next door.”

Mra. IL—Whut do you mean by “the

boy next deor”? There's no house
near here.
Bylvin [luughs]—Well, let us say

the boy ¢hum at schosl-the one who
has learned  something.  which  he
whispers In a furthve way ns If It
were & thing to be ashwmed of.  That
kind of distorted knowledge ciuses u
child to look curlously, snd In the
wrong way, at his purenta,  Then it
fs a thing to be ashamed of. T saved
Leonnrd from that, e only saw the
beauty and mystery of it

On Married Life.

[Godfrey Baxon, u eynical, middie
aged friend of the family, happens in.)

Baxon [greets Bylvia]—- Rudiant, us
always! Havin' a jolly birthday?

Bylvie 1low did you know?

Baxon--A little bird whispered it. A
chaftinch, my dear. [Takes out & hou-
quet from Inside his coat,] So 1 out
thase off my prize bushes. [Sniffs the
bounuet,
to Bylvia.] To
¥ye!

Bylvin (smiley]—Oh'
of you!
Hownre. )
Sadon—Not & bit. 1 wanted to see

the fragrant! Iiless

It's very kind
[Buries her face In the

tin. That's
[(Smiles, )

I'm sure you do, too,

[poassing his
scanty hadra] und fat ereops on Lo e
woman— [puusing and looking at Mrs.
H.] It's no use pretending,
youth's gone,
many things—paverty,

vhakes her

time of life, with n grown

needn’t
peaple
becnuse they become parents instead
of playmates,
KU iy all

RIY more.
ax he
my prosent.

muost irritating,
Ihken that.

then handy it with a flourish |

¥eo smilo —show y'r teeth an'
happy.

Bylvia—1 am, 1 do.
shows her teeth.)

Baxon [lnughs]—There y'are! Now
I'm In y'r debt. [Sees Olive Hood, the
daughter of a neighbor, and goes over
to her,] Ho, ho! My other darling!
[Mrs, Hood snorts Indignantly an he
hurriea over to Ollve and takes her
hand In both of his.] An' how's the
preclious lttle chicken? [Olive glances
up at him with a faint amlle, then
lowers her eyes. He turns to Bylvia
und BHrooke.] The wonderful age—
bones and blushes!

Mra, H. [angrily ]—Oh!

Baxon ([turns and wecea her]—Ah,
ha! 1 see ye! There! 1 knew ye
wouldn't be far away. [Hurrcles (o her
and takes up her unwilling hand.]
An' how's the careful hon?

Mrs. H. [snatching her hand away
indignantly ]~ Careful what?

Bylvia [coming to the rescue, shak-

[Laughes and

ing her head reprovingly at SBaxon | more rot- that hoe e about to marry Zella Vorona, | marringe my boy would indeed be lost,
and showing him the necklace j—God- Naxon—Thnt Isn't rot | It mpponrs that Mra, Vorona's husband | Mres Vo~ Lost? Why lost?
frey! Isn't that ndorable? Bylvin-—Nao indecd. thesve ronliged | has divorced her and that ghe is living Bylvin—HNHeciuuse If vou nlways take
Baxon—Whut young mun gave you | rivalry wisa't possible this site of | onder the protection of Saxon's #on | and never give you will mise the one
that? Cheaven. When Pee soen somie Sdonls | Ormonde, Bylvin visits her.) renl note of Jove.  You would rob
Sylvin [nodding toward Brooke)-— | leave my side discouraeed at Wl per- Sylvin 1 don’t want to talk to you leonard of evervthing you suy you
My lover. fecdon 1've longed (o ery our o hilm: e & mother, bul ag 0 woman Tove in him: -his youth, his dealism—
Baxon — He ought to have kKpown Do comw ek, My hushand bents me Mra, V< You ean't. We don't speak | but you couldn't graft them on to your
better. Pearlse! [Shiverw.] I've given ot times” the snme lanzuage |own soul, And It would benefit no
bucketsful. [Waves them away.) Hrooke—When you make thess reye- Syivin -We should. We both Im-e[nnn- Jeast of all you!

Cover ‘em up.

Bylvia—I used to dread birthdaye, 1
hated the idea that records were kept

of our ages. A paln at twenty megns

nothing—at forty we fear appendiel-

what Dbirthdnys

Haaon [to Brooke]—8he's found It,

{To Mrs, Hood] We ovld ‘uns have
given up the seurch, haven't we, dear
lady ?

Mra, H, [angrily]—What search?

Baxon—For eternal youth [Turning |
to Sylvia]l Like hers.

Mra. H. [snorts angrily]—FRubblsh!

Eternal nothing.

-I wish I'd found the seeret.
Come, own up.
hale  leaves o man-——
fingers  through |his

Baxon-

I do. When

Homunee can survive
diglllusionment,

but fat—never, there's no poviry in
fut,
Mrs, HL—IC T hind n woodden leg, or &

Klass eye, no one would think of res
ferring to |t

thought for the
person.

But people have no
sensitivene:
It's disgusting,
| Looking  at
head

Buxon Sylivin,

Mrs, Hood, Indienting  Bylvin]-—But
she's marvellous, sn't she?

Mre. H. [soappingl-—Yes, sho is
[Maliclously = for a woman of her

won
Because we galn o child we

Inse w figure. I think some

age more quickly than others

Hylvin

We'ra playmuntes, |
his  gamos.
Howml, Olive and

| M=, Leoanard

lenve. )

sSaxon—Dear Elsabeth! There goes

the most wdyvianced gegumoent i favor
of eelibacy
charity, womanliness,

suns beauty, figure, voles,

Brooks [lmughing]—You doa't leave

her much,

Not a damn thing.

Please don't teaso Ellaalweth
It dsn't nlee,  [Pats Brooke

at tuble.] 1 love

Haxon
Bylvin

mits In ohaly

Brooke [frowning]—1 wunted you to

wenr it to-night,

1 will—atL dinner.
I mean at the theatre,

Bylvia
Hrooke It's
Annoying,

Syivin [defending Leonard]—He

doesn't do It often,

Brouvke—But to-night! He's had too

much of hls own wiy. He —

Bylvia—We can't expect to keap him

at home all the time, poor boy!

Brooke—Rtill, to-night!
Den't be al-

#ylvia—0h, nonsense!
nril‘nﬂu ault with blm,

B

Brooke—I've never voluntarily
an hour away from you,
understapnd Leonard doing it
forgiven?

Bylvia
[Bmilew, )

[relenting) — OF

You'rs a funny ald

spent
and I can't
Am 1

course,
deawr,

of Her Love for Her Son

Brooke—No,
Baxon—They are. You watch 'em.

HBrooke - What are you going to do
with your hoy, Ormonde?
Maxon~Dun with Ormonde? Nothe

Ing. ['ause. ] He has nice reg'iar feat-

lam left.

of qulet

Ho's restored my enthusiasm,
And I've stlll—some—of my youth.
[Buddenly changing her tone to one
ulneerity, ] Mrs. Brooke,
Leonard has opened a new life to me,
And whit hae made it all the more

[To Saxon] No clubs! No gambling! | ures, toa! Tukes after Pinkle, He's | wonderful s thut It has come at al
No smal] graces for other women! | havin® his fing, an' U'm footis’ the [ time when the old one had grown un-ﬁ
Just me!  'm his virtue and his viee, [ bills,  Leonnrd  hasn't  started  that | bearable, Ity meanness and tawdel-
Oh, the experiences this man  has | racket yet, has he? ness and bitterness were destroying
robbed me of! Hrooke —He hasn't that kind of na- | me,

[Ruxon chuckles. ) ture Bylvin [nods understandingly 1-——You

bexide me sering Leauty for the first
. Our days will ba spent searching
for beauty. And night will come an a
blessing, not A curse
Night=that hideous time be-

Sylvia—I would be if I xnew he had
It in perfoction. But have you tested
his pity and his faith In you?

Mrs. V.—Yes,

Bylvia—I wonder.

Mrs. V.—Do you think I'd be fool
enough to bulld my hopes on him,
and leave it to a chance whisper from
some creature llke SBaxon to throw
me baok to this?

Bylvin [goes over to her]—8o0 you
have told him?

Mra, V.—A good deal.

tween dark and dawn when such as I

.|

We know |

i oof u fat|

who |
disupprovingly, 'To |

izl T - ™ ™ ’ [loves  me. Bee  how  strong  your
and you seem o like it ! A’] '-[ HE ' ASH I ER S \V I NDO\V| motherhood le aguinst that.
Hrooke—~1 do.  Whatever Sylvio syvlvi [excitedly ;
| doed Ie niways right. 1 put her first, 1" one wants to study human nature “Ilow will you have It the bank ._“'_.""‘ Jltm r:ltmillll::h:]n'l il kml:‘t 1',"“:
st . ] AMOTL L e W | mEg my thood Is against that,
She, w illllulll ke, !Illl.a 1 |n:.1 il 1 IE Ik it {# not necessary to go further | vl l‘l\ wWiks Weiking. . I know, Mother, tather lu':nnr cureer
she spuils iim, She thinks hie con't bhe 1 1" Ariid mank. LI Evidently the woman did not know ik ! ¢ +
spoilt, The only times We ever disigree i the gearcst avings bank. whitl ho mesnt. othing matters compared to the
e wbiont him. And T alwoys end by | boad Just jolned the ling at one cashier's “How will you have it9" The dap- blinding happiness a stranger can

lLaeonord golng away.

Brooke—What do you mean?

Bylvian—When other men have ad-
mired me his supreme goodness has
kept me stradght,

Brooke [to Saxon]

want to use him to feed youp soul. 1
would give mine to feed his. There Is
a diference in our loves. If there I8
no deeper note in yours than grasping
nt whut he brings you then in such a |

Two Kinds of Love.

[Leonard = out all night. Tn the

she does talk  morning on his reiurn he announpces

Sylvia—How have you told him?

SYLVIA
(MISS
TAYLOR)

1@ 3 ﬁl
— SYLVIA 53
LA (Miss ravion) &)
EXPLAINS TO 'ﬂl
MRS . HOOD
‘(FFOLLIOT
PAGET. )
HOW SHE TOLD#

HER BOY

ABOUT THE
* MYSTERIES

OF SEX .

AN
+ 4N

i_**

—r

Iations, are you teasing me or tviling ' the s bay. And betwesn my love Mres AL AW hat can you Kuow of me?  pay the delit of our glimpses of boauty

the truth? and sours=Af you really love him— | I tell ¥ou I can look st the stars ns by day. That's done!  Finished! 1
SEvivin—Whit do you think? there can't b such a wide difference, | well aw by cone Don's think 1 Wiee this | need him! 1 need bim?! 1y love and
Brooke—1 wonder Mps, Vi—That's where you're wrong, life I hute it And he'll take me out | faith will renew my  youth and give
Syivie  [patting  his Goee | =—That's 1 love his youth. his enthusiasm, his of it [Pagse, Vehementlyv] No more | me hack something of all U'se lost.

exnctly the Meht answer for o lis Pl s, siiting in Hashy restaurants hung with | [Syivin  turns  head  gway I"ase )

LOTRRT § [Goes laughing wat of 1l Bvlvine Sodo L, Only I want him to Jewels nsoa prize animal is with vib= | 1ot vau ean't wnee rstand tl.'.l

roin, ) Keon them bons, fucing the senscless beast whi Sylvin - Why ean't T understand the
Haxon=You've gol w marvellous wife Mrs. N And you don't think he'll bought  them and me. Noo more of  pursuit of one’s Jost youth? It's a
Biraoke—1 know that do thnt with me? that,  FHabvam all ey old deewms 00 thing any one past 30 ;:m understand
Suaxon- Thia la the only home I gn Bvivin- No, Do yon? the warmth and color of the East | But even youth (8elt eannot lead us

to that gives me o funny itk stab Mpes, Vi -Yeos. I do, Pyve w little ideal- { And Vi1 lisve a0 Youny, cager heart | Lack to our own lost youth.

here [touches his heart] where my | - : Mrs, Voo That muay be— bt Leonard

henrt ought to be. You're henpeekod, | :

Riving in, window when w woman turned to me. ilur young muan looked at her with bring him, Oh, 1t has ulways scemed

saxon-— And very wisextoo! Happy | apy g " #teoly Lluo eyes wnd hiy thin lips set | !0 Mo that God has made it so unpur-
L ve got (0 be careful,” she sald, ¥ I

I8 the man who hias o wife worth | - S o I"'_' ‘ o | atter he had repeated his formula, | posed that no earthly tle can last so

glving In to! 1 wigh T'd had one, | I've gob to be carcful not to loss it |

I'hu WOnA's distress Wi npparent, | :Il]:alth;w:nzur be content to go to Him
Mrs. V. [sneeringly, looking at her)
=1 thought you were that kind,

of me. A Then T saw that she was pinning o
HEtle roll of mones into @ pocket in
hor petticont with i rusty safety pin,

Look what marriage made
damned old mountebank!
Hrooke [laughing]— Not at all

“I—l—=don't know,"
“How—will—3you

ehn faltered,
hive 2" The

uvation wis rapped out Hke a serles

Saxon—Yes, 1 am. A damned, sity, | T hated to driw 16" sho went on. 'V T TS T wered une | S¥ivia ~What kind?
gossipy, old mountelank!  Auything | I had saved G0 cont by oentooput del o Mrs. V.--The kind that believes in
for @ laugh! Pinkle dld thar 1 owias [ OW8Y Inany stoclking—-hut with every- | gn e woll dressed woman put  her | Him.

s afrald I'd be linghed at for mar- | PHINE 80 high e i ds, what is a poor Sylvia [slmply]—Don't you?

hand Hghtly on the arm of the other.

ryin' her, that 1 laukh 0t every one— | Cfeature to dot “He menns do you Wit Vour money Mrs, V.—No,

Includin' myself, first, Another woman i few fect @WiY | iy one or in five or in ten dollar bills,” Sylvin—1 don't think you quite mean
Hrooke - Is she alive? looked up understundingly. Bhe was | g expluined softly, and the woman | thet.
Saxon—-Piinkie alive? Oh, yes, St | #tUngon a  beneh,  putting  some | gave hor g look of gratitude as she Mrs, Vo—1 do mean It

mlI]||ll\‘
Inte un old tin strongbox,

she had evidently Just drawn
Like the

ronmin' about, poor old thing. She's
touched up her hair, squecged In her

Bylvia—No  one
God. At supreme

turned to the clerk and said;
“In fives, please, sir. 1 hopo you'll

can  really doulit
muments in life,

walst, an' married o wine man. Not [ 1180 woman, sho knew she had “gob | papdon me, sir; 1 didn't unaerstand.” | PIrth, death, love, trlumph—why do we
a bad fellow! Flashy lttie of eat! |19 be careful” and did not want to As thoe womun in furs took her place | QUiver with living? Becuuse o mement
I see ‘em In the restaurants somelimes, | 1088 her money on the wuy home, | hefare the sleek clerk, of eternity has como to us,

When we
love, God seema to look through the
eyes of the loved one. A mother
touches heaven in the sloep that fol-
lows the torture of birth, Any great
krief or great joy brings an exalta-

YVOung who
leaned forward deferentindly to do her
bldding, shn looked hilm over much us
sho might have wstudied any other
strunge unimal behind bars,"

"You don't know how you surprised

I'ndoubtedly she too
Ie.

Poor Pinkle! Geottin' fatter every min- "histed to draw
uie. A couple of chins now, Huack an’
front cut very low, IHuve yo ever As 1 found myself third from the
noticed that the older some women | Coshier's window I notlced just alead

get the more decollete they like 1o be? | 0f me a self-rellunt looking woman,

Brooke--No, T haven'l. with a vichly fur trimmed coat and | me,” she said, smiling, ns she handed | tion. We all seek those moments of
Baxon-—They do, You wacth ‘em. |# Jewel Hushing on the ungloved hand | him her book to have her deposit cred- | divinity—otf living Intenzely—beyond
Brooke—1 cun quite see the reason | that held her hank Dook., The book | ited. “It did not seem strange to me |our bodles, You are seeking divinity

—the back I8 the Jusl place to wrinkle.
Baxon—Fxactly! Funny, ain't u?
[Pause.] Pinkle's quite g good Jooker

held several bills of large denomina-
tions; evidently she had sosine to de-
posit, not to draw on her account, In

at all that u poor woman did not un»
derstand your jargon, but It did sur-

rise me very much that a youn
still, Nice reg'lar features! Have ye |front of her and facing the cashier :;an supposed to be capnble of ,lr'llun:

"., noticed that people with nice | Was a delicats looking Uttle woman In | your position was not gquick witted

through my son, and he ls touched
with the divine pity for you.

Mra. V.—It may be divine, or it may
not, but he pities me and he loves
me, If you have taught him the

are sometimes mosi|the dingy binck that told its double | enough Lo sce that the thing
“ Llnw Ao e

mumm of griet aad poverty, riod byrermialt gl

|t knowing thas be i

Mes, V- How?

Sylvin ~Yes, how? Iluve vou dobis
It completely? In order® Without ex-
tenunting anvihineg? Have vou told
him in detadl?  In number—three,

four, five, and =0 on through the Hst?
Without sparing yourself?
beat it Into Lis braln that he is the
last of u number? [Mrs. V. rises and
faces Sylvia) Or have you graeed it
and embroidered it and woven a siiken
mesh of words around 62 Which
have you done?  Which will you da?
[Pause, Mrs. V. turng away with u
movement of indignation. |
Bylvia—1 want yon ta test
fuith in you, 1 want
A& bare, unvinshed history
There v a horrible winkede
favts  pmbers,
[Waite, Mre, V. slta In chalr below
rof and mukes o answer, )
Eylvin-—1 you  haven't, I'm
afraid you won't, [Goes nearer 1o Mrs,
Vol U'm in, an agony  of fear for
Leonard, I'm lielpless agnlnst you. 1
know that, Yet 1 tuught him to walk,
to talk, to think. 1've been nineteen-
yeirs forming & man, Youw've known
lilm n few weeks, You think he's been
eredted by God and reared by me just
for your redemption. Alius, my fuith in
Mm does not rench so far., To do that
noman must have not only pity wnd
charlty bat, above all, anderstanding
and all the divioe gualities, Timoe
atud suMering only i give bim o

my Lbey's
YOouL e give him
of facts,
“# about

LI

[Tikes Mre, Vs hamd. ) Tell Liim the
teuth, Please do. f, Knowing eVeis =
thing, hla Knowledge strengihons his
love, PIl give o, 11 b reconuiled,
ESIs ] I b reconditil

Ihwomard and his futher enter,
whien the latter lvarn
ter of the woman his son his CcHgngel
himself to marey b s firious, |

Brooke (livid with rage, (0 Leons wd )

How dare you think of I-1iu|.z|nu; much
u woman into ny fumily ?

and
the real charae-

Leonard [in Llind fury ]—Don't :.uu"-

sy i word agalnst her!
Brovke - From her own confession

there is only one word you van use,
Leonard-—Don't say it! Don't say it!

Huve v |

Po man’s

P OF LIFE"

thinking of you. Only of you!
overything has suddenly becomes m
wrong! Don't—don't let*us quarre
It's tha first time you've ever spoken
to me like this, Bylvia! Stop! Btop!
I'l let him do anything he pleases,
You're firnt with me. Leonard is with
you. He can do anything, but you
mustn't suffer. I'll say nothing mora
to him, Nothing. It was only becauses
you were hurt, I couldn't bosr to sea
that. [To lLeonard.] Do what you
please, Anything. [To 8ylvia.] Thers'
It's all over! Finiahed!

[All through the speech Byivia sole
belween his sentences, Occamtonally
Leonard tries to speak, At times {he
three volces clash togother, Finully
Brooke puts his hand to Sylvia's urm
and pleads almost In 8 whisper.)

Hrooke—Let us go. Come!

[Both go up to door and look aranng
at Leonard, who turns away from
them and looks at Mra. Vorona, bew|)
derad by the rapldity of the emotiong
outbursts, )

Sylvia—Come, Leonard,

[Leonard does not move,]

Mrs, V. [to Leonard] — Well, why
don’t you ®n?

Loonard—1 don't want to go. T wap
to stay. I love you!

[Brooke makes angry movement.]
Mra, V.—8till?
Leonard—Yes. 1 will always.
Mrs. V.—In the face of such family
oppoeition?
Leonard—T love you,
Mra, V. [looks at
lovalty!
Leonard [pitesusly]—You don't wan:
|me tn gn?
| Mrs. V.—But your parents?
| Leonard—I love you.
l
{

Bylvia]l-—"hat

Mry, VeBut your father sa!d the
evidence——

Leonard [very faint)y]1—T don't eare
I love you,

[Mre, V. lonks across at 8ylvin, Ther
eyes meest. Sylvia Is wan and tesr
stalned, All hope |8 gone, Bhe lanks
| frightenedly at her 2on.|

| Mre. V. [a #tep up faclog Sylvia and
| Brooke |—You've all heen  epsaking
!your minds very freely. I foel |ike

| doing the same thing.

\  Byivia [going to Leonard and putting

| her arm protectingly ahout him)--N
No! Not now! I didn't know he enra]

j#o much. T won't have Leonard
torrured,

Mis Vo— 1 minst,

Svivin—Not now

Mrs, V', —Yen, now

[Leonird relesases himeelf 1 ko

lmnther's grasp nnd (urns 1o Mes, 3

| Bylvia sits on end of lounge. Brosks
| #its on lounge nhove hor.)
Mra., Vi—Leonard, I've boog entlies
HHIRCKY inmy affections Tn faor, very
Funlueky., T bezan whout sonr nge
ur- ally o yeur  yvounger s, \
{mother  tells me you are only 10

y [Laeonard  looks repronchfully st |
|mu'lhnr then lowers lits eves sl

iine
facedly before Mres. V') I lwithed 1he
|l!'ﬂ!l’1‘l|ul‘l~l of home, At I8 [ w e
Cpulsive,  headstrong,  imposs e 1

Wanted more than anvtling th trava
As my parentg conldn’t take me 1 ba
to fAnd others who would, = [
|v.r~!u.‘|t|- nEe of I8 | stiarted wan
s=ome one hined b ITRS 1the 1
vonldn Sa 0 mude frlends
Loonard [faintly |- Mon®
Mrs. Voo Always, Wamen nos
much use for e
Leonard You travelled wit
Mrps, A Yo, e tonk nn
or st e thied thirone
Fonpangm While In Ty w
finrth- or it may have b TRUT
really forgotten for the mone n
I mot Vorona in Home. Al ' ‘m
siemied CoRtent Lo separat
their own ways whiem we w
tually borml. He ddn't s »
ol marrying me—just g v g €
my wandering ended s o st

I've

down—for a while, It dldn’t last very
long,  What huppened after thue vo
know, Since my divorce U've hion
ing heye

[The Woman's stors iljsgusts [,
wrd, and he leaves after aie oot
olthurst. Ho does Iiis futhor, The 1w
women fiace enech othopr |

Mre, Vo—Had you o
Ife woe might hive o peils  Hinr -
did spwak semsc: 0 conlin't hgye
el WHOE W amess votve minde of
Sel!  With your looks and styla and
spirit—oh, my, what o fimae You oo
Phave hnd'  You might have boen

other  Tads Hamilton—ar a Nl
Gwynne—pgone down Into history w i
the hest of us instend of being

up

Byivin [smiling]—Some wonien o
thelr chains. 1 love my hushand, 1
adore my hoy,

Mes. Vo | know that. Wi
suffored more in this room in 4 7n
fminutes thun T hiave in miv w! fa
Thut's why 1 gave Leonnrd NO
matherhood for e [ 1
ey ] Why, vou've

VOung pretty years o r #
twor e tyrants Yo g

Sylvin-Amd  youpr
NOUrs?
Mrs, Vi At least no o NI
Byivia —How forlorn et ”
v feel! Not to belovie ¢
e to overy one’ T (13
AL Nour ol w

ety apd radliant, and ¢
mervanl nt oyour bwadsldio w
. To have glven sour w
pleasure Gitd v
known s tesies —tho | il h He
JUAL o tan oomipletoly 8 L
poar thime! My dear. it7« n

to hold a mun fur an hinur, a '
Fyoar. Many wornen of 1 1 '

Hrooke So this Is the wife Yyiou [FTTRS |-' | charm v done thin AL
chosen! You come from o womun e | F01Y dears of e
that te your home! You even o \py hep | 5:|11. BAAE, "Your Watilvrefn

garlsh stuff and snenlke it int my hogse 1 don’'t you th nk b ol n
on the pretext that it is artistie! Yoy | "8 #hont?

roung whelp!
own mother the
mon, ordinary

Leonarnl [voashes gt
clenehed Mst polsod am 40 Lo ste ke i
= I your dure say it 11

Brooke
bonten, you

Sylvin [goes quickly betweon them,
puls  her  arm  protectingly ronid
Leonard  and  cries distraetediy )
Dow't you ¢all my Yoy nimes! | TR
blame  hime for this! If you
choose to tell him about Hfe wng he's

trappings of w ¢om-

mide n mistake, don't turn dound now |
I'To Leonard hystegis |
fron |

und abuse him,
cally. 1 Leonurd, you're perfoectly
to do whatever you wish,  Murry Jjop
If you lke. Anything, Cnly don't oy e
MY You never wunt (o see e apiin
Don't say that. Dow't think i, -
canse you're everything to me  eyvery .
thing, [Completely Lrewks down and
sfts on sofa orying nmid wolbling |

Leonard  [half

hystericul ) L't |
mother, dont! 1 didn'y meay |t
Brooke [amazed nt tlie fury  of

Bylvia's outburst, chunges hix whol
MALNEr, NOes Lo lwr to try to calm hoy,
stands above her, his words come hylt-
inglyl—Syivia! My dear! I was only

You dure to offop vour I
| Levimaedd

Brooke, s |

You onght to thirou iy 1

diddiy |

My v You're o fuur
and vour seem s O

vl othey all over th

Doth ehildrin [ etk K'd1] A
L st of the great sty
very feaduioe g«
Hylvia [sling ) o 0 At
P mothers
! Mra, A Yo Ve gl
tion
Byivin [alwking bee hoall N
foumd it [ okds o iee foaoned | |
hloss vom!
Mrpso A e s thmdy BHe wilt
Byivigh Yeu, of votpse
Mra ¥, Teurlousyl Wies
SyWEe Because e o i
shand
Mres, VL [rakes Dier luowd) T .
Pt of yai CTahe vare of Teong
Sylviia 1wl [hies toy showir )
Moes N [t By I at oo e
Nell Gwaynng
[Byivine turn o dhvirway
ek nr My Noodnd goes gguier s
Mpes: N sty th “Illlli‘_' P T
Rives o gestare as IF tevimg to
pmdEs e whic g thing, moves ;
Cand abmlessiy too o loonge, slow!

WL amd puts arms up abutve




